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AMERICAN ART JOURNAL. 



Voice that ever sang. Her speaUns voice and 
dramatic olr are still charming and not the least 
Impaired. • * * * * 

"in the most fashionable circles ot Florence, 
perhaps, there is a greater sprinkling of the 
different embassies than in any other court ot its 
size in Europe. This gives great eclat and splen- 
dor to their parties. Wo dined at the Baron 

, Ambassador fVom the Court of , 

where I had a good opportunity of seeing some 
of the most distinguished characters in the citjr. 
We sat down, a party of eight, to a round table. 
Northing was placed upon it but the dessert; 
everything else was handed round. Even the 
turbot and small flsb were presented at your 
elbow. The vcgeta )les were excellent, as they 
are throughout Italy. As the Baron has married 
an EngMsh lady ot rank, the dinner was cooked 
In the English fashion. The potatoes were ex- 
cellent; 1 had not tasted one in all Italy but it 
had been fried in oil and as hard as a chip. In 
solid beef and pudding we beat them all to 
nothing, and they listen to the description of our 
green llelds, and the tatncss of the land, with 
surprise. In knick knackery and sweetmeats 
they greatly excel us. All their wines are very 
light; and they seldom exceed three glasses. I 
ventured to break through this moderation, which 
prevails everywhere, by challenging Madame 
Catalanl in a glass of Burgundy, which she drank 
witi) me hob and nob, with evident pleasure, as 
a reminiscence of an old English fashion. Indeed, 
she had great reason to do so. Her husband to'.d 
ne she had cleared above ninety thousand pounds 
on her Ui-st visit to England. Tlien she was pro- 
prietor and sole director of the Opera, which will 
account tor such enonnous gains. Our dinner 
lasted from seven to half-post n ne, when all rose 
together for the music room." < 

Another famous musician Is thus mentioned: 

nossiNi. 
"In pass! iig to the Picture Gallery we met Ros- 
snii, who resides here. I should not have known 
him, though he looks as Iresh and well as when I 
saw him in England; for he wears a wig, which 
disfigures every man, but in him utterly destroys 
that romantic air which belongs to this extraor- 
dinary genius. I was solicitous to krow the rea- 
son wliy he had not published his monody upon 
the death of Lord Byron, which he had shown me 
in London in 1824. It was a most elaborate 
score of tweuty-cight dillerent parts. I heard it 
rehearsed, and thought it worihy of him. , Unfor- 
tunately, he had forgoiton every word of English, 
and as I couid not speak Italian my curioaity re- 
mniued ungratlHcd. 

"It appears to me extr.iordlnary that such a 
genius in the art can contentedly live in this city, 
so incapable as it must be of appreciating his 
wonderful powers. Born at Pesaro, he began his 
studies here, and it is sold that to is attached to 
the school where lie received his llrst lessons under 
Mattel. Now he courts ease and economy, and 
perhaps there is not a city in Italy wlieie you may 
live so cheaply as in Bologna. The citizens have 
built him a noble mansion, adorned on the out- 
side with musical devices in honor of his un- 
rivalled talents. But from some cause or other, 
he declines living in it, and lets It to others. 



Passionately attached to his art, as he is well 
known to be, it Is to be lamented, that an indispo- 
sition to exertion should prevent him Jrom pur- 
suing with more vigor a: science, which above all 
others has given the world unspeakable pleas- 
ure. 

" Those who are conversant with the composi- 
tions of Haydn, Mozart, and Beethoven, must be 
struck with the new thoughts which occur In this 
gay' and brilliant author. All his works are 
original, in accent, rhythm, and melody. BelUni 
and Donizetti have closely trodden in his steps, 
and have produced some prettlness, but the pin- 
ions ot their melodies are too light to carry that 
weight of harmony used by the Grand Master. 
For a specimen of eloquence turn to page 277, 
and lor beautiful simplicity see the horn move- 
ment in Somiramide, page 280. His greatest 
work is 'Moses in Egypt,' which is cast upon a 
scale of grandeur too formidable for imitators. 
The duetto 'Paria' is a Hue specimen ol this style 
of writing Ibr two voices, and is unlike everything 
that ever preceded It. De Begnis and Madame 
Ranzi, both ot the Bolognese school, must have 
contributed to the gayety of his operatic style, 
by the inimitable spirit with which they sang his 
duettos. Nor need we doubt that Madame 
Pasta's electric bnlliancj imparted much ot that 
sparkling effect which we llnd in his song. 

" Rossini's compositions are Ml of beauty and 
sentiment, glowing with the gayest colors — a 
tlowery path so light and cheering that it gives 
birth to a new set ot feelings in the musical sci- 
ence. Having very little of the dark shades of 
the Germans, we are lured into the gayest bow- 
ers of fancy. His compositions, though highly 
ornamented, possess' a simplicity of thought in- 
telligible to the most untutored ears. His style 
is Ihil of voluptuous ease, and brings with it a re- 
lief from the cares of the world. The great man 
awaits the nimbus that will fall upon him when 
he is dead, as the founder of a distinct school in 
the art, and, since the death of Beethoven he 
ranks as the greatest living composer. " 

These to us appear to be very interesting ex- 
tracts ; but we can only add a few more. With 
regard to the' general state of Italian music, our 
experienced countryman says ; 

"I have expressed the gratification that music 
has given me during a long lilfe, and, in al uding 
to its progress, have remarked how much we 
have been indebted to the^ Italians tor its im- 
provements. On my arrival in Italy, I listenied 
eagerly for its musical sounds— to my surprise I 
heard none anjwhere, except in the theatre at 
Naples. I hoard none in the houses or in the 
streets; and yet this country, from 'all time, has 
been called the 'Land of Song.' When we ar- 
rived at Rome the theatre was shut, and the al- 
ienee was still more profound. In the churches 
of course music may be heard, but it gave me no 
pleasure whatever. The singers were not musi- 
cians, their voices had none of those relined and 
agreeable accents wWcli we might suppose, 
were ' natural to Italy. I could not dis- 
cover the least inclination for music amongst the 
people. By no chance, did I ever hear any pei-- 
son sing in the street, or hum, or whistle a tune. 
In the total absence of music I could not help 



saying to' mj'self, -How is it that this country 
should have acquired such tajne and notoriety in. 
the musical art V In the seventeenth century 
Italy was the most eminent school of music in the 
world; not only did it possess composers, but 
practical pertbrmers and singers. It furnished 
all Europe with them — for instance, Palestrina, 
Pergolesl, Caldarl, and Picinl, who were writers 
for the church and theatre; • Frescobaldi and 
Scarlatti, performers on tiie organ and harp- 
sichord; Cotrelli and Tartina, great as coinposeia 
aa violinists; ^whilst among , singers, .:wero„Stref 
dolia, Farinelti, and Nicolini, who have never 
been surpassed. How is that high degree of ex- 
cellence to be reconciled by the present low state 
of the art ?" 

or Padua: 

"Tartlni, the greatest violinist ot his time, 
lived and ended his days hei e. He was . the llrst 
who noticed the phenomenon of the third sound, 
and is the authw of the celebrated " Devil's So- 
nata." He dreamed that, when playing, the 
devil wished to Iry his hand upon the violin, and 
upon giving him the instrument, his Satanic ma- 
jesty played so superbly, that he awoke with the 
violence of his sensations, on hearing music sur- 
passing everything he could conceive. Tartlni 
Instantly seized" his violin, and would have ex- 
pressed what ho had just heard, but it was a vain 
attempt. However, trom this circumstance, he 
penned tVom recollection, a sonata, which is by 
far the best piece he ever composed." 

Our youthtul author, on quitting the land of 
song, such as it is, resolved, on re-visiting the 
common (wor'.d by the Splugen pa^^age, and he 
gives us a very graphic account of. his exploit. 
But the best of it is bis dress for the occa- 
sion: . > , 

" We catne (he tells us) to Gampo Dolcino, the 
last habitable place, where the diligence stops, 
not being able to proceed ftirther. We were now 
Btjapped in a sledge to be driven over these eter- 
nal snows, still some thousand feet higher than 
we now were. The mail guard asked me how 1 
was clothed, ' for it was tolerably cold up there" 
he said. I replied I had ou,a pair ot fur boots 
over my others, tour pair of stockings, tour pair 
ot trousers, three shirts, four waistcoats, three 
coats and a cloak, two pairs of gloves, a cap and 
a hat. He said he thought I should do. In 
truth, with the care I had taken, and a good 
breakfast to boot, I agreed, "I thought I should 
do." 



NO MORE. 



This is the burden of my heart, 
The burden that it always bore.. 

We live to love, we meet to part, 
And part to ineet on earth no more. 

We clasp each other to .the heart. 
And part to meet on earth no more. 

There is a time tot tears to start. 
For dews to IhU and larks to soar, 

The time for tears is when we part 
To meet upon the earth no more. 

The time for tears is when we part 
To meet on this wide earth no more. 



